CHAPTER XVIII

ON my return to London I saw Sir Ruggles
Brise. No one could have shown me warmer
sympathy, or more discriminating comprehen-
sion. I made my report to him and left the
matter in his hands with perfect confidence.
I took care to describe Oscar's condition to his
friends while assuring them that his circum-
stances would soon be bettered. A little later I
heard that the governor of the prison had been
changed, that Oscar had got books and writing
materials, and was allowed to have the gas burn-
ing in his cell to a late hour when it was turned
down but not out. In fact, from that time on he
was treated with all the kindness possible, and
soon we heard that he was bearing the confine-
ment and discipline better than could have been
expected. Sir Evelyn Ruggles Brise had evi-
dently settled the difficulty in the most humane
spirit.

Later still I was told that Oscar had begun
to write "De Profundis" in prison, and I was
very hopeful about that too: no news could have
given me greater pleasure. It seemed to me cer-
tain that he would justify himself to men by
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